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Even the tired are elated. In spring. In the promise
of that which the eye discerns like smoke on the

horizon.

Lost, lost in the present
into the future our thoughts are returning.

Then was the past, the chain. Then the polemic
discussion. Then the academic teaparty to tune
of bombers. Then the long and
marvellous tale slowly unfurling.

But turning your gentle eyes surprised to mine
with the frank grace which is forever you,
you in your wisdom leading
there where the heart's forever moving.

And into these golden lawns and teees the sap
headlong is rushing. The dangerous quiet dream
of the past has left the mind
and tired eyes regain their lustre.

Wonder, like an axe across the roots and branches
rendering untenable the loveless, halts and turns
from the cool complexity of thought
and desire northward and westward turning.

The trees Impassioned raise the sky with their faces,

a primrose holds the universe encircled

and laughter like anemones

flashes and flickers through these oaks.

For now in this sunshine the adventurous spirit leaps
from the old slough of history, snakelike at lajst
casts off the winter loves
and realizes its innate destiny.

I see. I accept. In these three, in love, the long
dream of beauty to be held and treasured,